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A. HAT IN THE RING 


to ANN COLEMAN 
by 


JOHN MANIFOLD 
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Verse? Writing verse? Dear man, are you insane? 
To think I used to think you had a brain! 

This is not Arcady; the days are gone 

When Phyllis babbled verse to Corydon. ._ 

Wake up! Queen Anne is dead, and Pope as well, 
So’s Burns, so’s Keats, so’s Byron.... 


| Go to hell. 
Talk to your friends or rollick in a stew, 


Go anywhere, but go. I’ve work to do. 


You call it work? I call it waste of time 
To brood and curse and mumble scraps of rhyme. 
For what’s to show? No publisher prevails 
On press and populace to swell your sales. 
Novels, I grant, and travel-books are sound, 
But verse will never bring you fifty pound: 
Books may be published, bought and read, it’s true, 
But not in verse, and not by-such as you. 
What sort of thing’s a poet when all’s said? 
A gutless creature with an empty head 
Given to sandals, corduroys and beard 
And curious vices too from all I’ve heard. 


Come off that tack, your case is inside out; 
Poets make verse, not t’other way about; 

Are you less Tory when a peer is found 
Cheating th’ Exchequer or the Underground? 
Do you abandon business when you hear 
The sentence passed upon a profiteer? 

And yet you’ld have me drop my own employs 
Because Bombastes sleeps with little boys, 
Christ, you’re a fool! 


Maybe; it’s not a crime. 
But what’s the use of verse at any time? 
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You use it all the time—to rest your brains 


You pinch from Pope and mangle Gray's quatrains, 

You sing the stuff at Christmas and New Year 

And wallow in it when you’re full of beer. 

I’ve seen you moved to frenzy when you heard 

A limerick rhyming on a bawdy word, 

And weeping with emotion when they sing 

At patriotic functions “Save the King.”’ 

You clap and cheer the man who knows by heart 

“Eskimo Nell’ and ‘Lady Jane the Tart,” 

And get more pleasure from them at a guess 

Than from the films, the wireless or the press. - 
It has been said and will be said again, 

“The typewriter is mightier than the Bren’; 

Perhaps I have to emphasize for you 

First, that it scans, and second, that it’s true. 


That’s neat enough. But let them speak themselves, 
Those pretty volumes standing on your shelves— 
Those of the day, the ones who “‘boldly cope 

With modern problems’; who ‘“‘enlarge the scope 
Of consciousness,’’ (I read the best reviews) — 
Please let me see them do it; pick one; choose. 


Delve where one may, the yield’s about as good 
As diamonds in clay or gold in mud:— 

Iiere’s the Apocalypse, so-called, and there 
That tough old fairy Walter de la Mare; 

There Delphic Thomas rages on his stool, 
There Gaffer Pound still acts the ageing fool 
Ochred and peevish in his motley dress 

Of Chinese proverbs, French and fractiousness; 
Here’s Blut-und-Boden Lawrence, here at hand 
A.P. (for Pangloss) Herbert’s ballads stand: 
Here simple Spender in a place apart 

Bares on his sleeve his hemophilic heart: 
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Dribble by drip the pinkish flow proceeds— 
Oh squeeze it Mister Spender! Thar she bleeds! 
Long since, a Sweet Young Thing, he staked his claim, 
His vein a gusher proved, he rose to fame, 
Postured in public with a nudist’s smile, 
Outbled a pig, outwept a crocodile; 
First with the mode and duly quick to please 
He spread like smut on crops or mites on cheese, 
Till half the Press submitted to his reign 
And soft contagion ran through all their train. 
Now in degenerate prose, not verse alone, 
He rapes (as formerly he bayed) the moon; 
Now, as a critic, shows for all to see 
Shelley and Whitman were the same as he. 
The passing years brought little change of plan— 
The Sweet Young Thing became a Grand Old Man. 
But as boloney, slice it where you will, 
Remains boloney, pure boloney still, 
So he continues and his constant theme 
Is this unpleasant moist and sticky stream. 

So much for him. And here the rabble grows 
Which must elucidate its verse in prose; 
Those who were sad at school, and ever since 
Have learnt no tactic but to weep and wince; 
Those whose sub-consciousnesses need spring-cleaning 
And those who Blunden round about a meaning; 
Those whom this age disgusts and those it bores _ 
Who flee to childhood, Yoga, foreign shores... . 
You give me points enough. | 

I give you none. 

You ask for poets—take a look at one: 
Right by your hand the single volume lies 
Of one I knew courageous, strong and wise; 
One of the few through all the years of shame 
Who reconciled me to my English name, 
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Man-sized and tough and full of guts and pride 

He lived and loved and fought like hell and died; 
Cornford, who spoke like an exploding shell; 

To mind and fingers and the heart as well; 

Bare, bitter with the truth, not posed, not slick, 
Here’s verse that’s more than good—it’s Bolshevik! 


He was so young... . 


| You mean that by degrees 
He might have mellowed into writing ‘‘Trees’’? 
The Young! Hell’s fire, as if an artist froze 
And held a hundred years a single pose! 
That style’s the man has seldom been contested— 
The self-styled Young are mentally arrested. 
Well, I am not The Young, nor do I claim 
To speak in theirs or any age’s name. 
Young I may be, but younger learnt my trade: 
People are born, but poets must be made. 
To earn his keep, a poet has to be 
Himself, his age, and his society; 
Not bawling run to Nature for relief, 
Nor seal his ears and eyes with selfish grief, 
Nor yet make self-expression all his goal, 
Nor try too hard to save or lose his soul, 
Not live in libraries but on the streets 
On equal terms with any man he meets. 
I’ld have him active, social, not apart, 
Bold in his thought, proficient in his art, 
Apt from his audience to accept his form, 
Game to compose and eager to perform, 
Close to his listeners—within shouting reach— 
Alert to fit their mood with son 
Quick on the draw and good at 
As Lorca was. 


§ OF speech, 
the guitar 


And you believe you are? 
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M. Not yet, but shall be one day, and meanwhile 
I hive my life and let it shape my style. 
If thus a poet lives, you may depend 
No self-important Book Club stands his friend, 
No Fairy Ring surrounds his person, no 
Art-smart suburban buys his books for show: 
Unpraised, unscathed by broadcast or review, 
He foils the Foyles and shames the devil too. 
But—quote his work in pubs, and none will jeer; 
Declaimed on May Day he makes hundreds cheer, 
Sung on the march, where parody, not thanks, 
Greets pompous stuff, he unifies the ranks: 
Drunks choose his silly songs, his limericks please— 
And what’s a pedant’s praise compared to these? 
Change names and places, such a man by turns 
Is Henry Lawson, Lorca, Brecht or Burns 
Or becomes part of him the critics call 
‘‘Anon,’’ the greatest poet of them all. 
Personal fame derives from paltry means, 
Is earned by gangsters, peers and beauty-queens; 
Leave it to such. A decent verse will thrive 
Uncumbered by an author dead or live, 
While of our modern poets so polite 
All know the names but few know what they write. 
In spite of all, good poems prosper still; 
Where Reds foregather, there you’ll hear Joe Hill; 
Or ask the Army—plenty can repeat 
With bitter relish ‘‘Sixty Cubic Feet’’; 
With ‘‘Cucaracha’’ Villa rides again, 
And Banjo fires Australia’s fighting-men. 
(Don’t quote the B.B.C. to prove me wrong 
Whose misconception of our battle-song 
Perverts the cadence, b s up the time 
And adds to England’s record one more crime. ) 
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No man exists but song can touch his mind 
And make him proudly conscious of his kind. 
You who consider song so slight and frail, 

Tell me why Erich Miihsam went to gaol, 
Or when Jack Donahue was safely hung 

Why it was made a crime to have him sung. 
Suppose—it’s just as easy as it seems— 

The paper shortage reaches the extremes; 
Suppose no papers, or at most a sheet 

Of Government news, no posters in the street, 
No books for sale, and all the old destroyed: 
Would poets then or prose-men be employed? 
What lives except the quick repeated rhyme? 
And that’s what did occur, in Mayakovsky’s time. 

Verse is the chain of words in which to bind 
The things we wish most often brought to mind. 
Think of an ore new-fossicked, ‘sparse and crude, 
Stamped out and minted it will buy your food, 
Cajole a mistress, soften the police, 

Raise a revolt or win ignoble peace, 
Corrupt or strengthen, sunder or rejoin; 
Words are the quartz, but poetry’s the coin. 

Guerrilla words, the flying pasquinade, 

The slogan-epigram’s stiletto blade, 

The loud Come-all-ye to a ballad air, 

The declamation in the crowded square, 
The spoken sonnet, eloquent and terse: 
These are the proper marks for adult verse: 
No job for ‘‘wonder-children’’ but most fit 
To show Invention, Eloquence and Wit. 
And yield that best reward the poet needs— 
To know his Words result in worthy Deeds. 


Why then, you've worn me down, and IJ can see 
From your expression that the drink’s on ime: 

So prove your point and move me—to the bar— 
With verse. 


Too easy. Reach me the guitar. 


12 





Y * 
P > 
‘ 
, 
; 
, 
' 
‘ 
’ 
f 
’. ‘ " 
* i. y 
| ; ee \ 
. a 











I 


I sing the little town. You in the Spitfire nearing 

protecting it: you do not see men single, 

but first, a little woodsmoke; wrinkle of roofs appearing 

at node of tracks that groove the upland swards. 

You do not see our market, magpie flirt and chaffer, 

nor the man and his dog, gone to mow a meadow, 

nor how the anonymous shadows of men down the streets mingle 


round a cross the convoy sinuates towards. 


Man overhead, trailing inverted your kite of a shadow, 

on guard for us: see us as people, imagine us; hover 

close in your heart as the town slips under your wing, 

like lines on the prophetic palm of the hand » 

or the coils you skate on the blue. Our past, our legend, our being 
comprise this place, that clings to the hillbacks of memory, 

that floats in a mist like time, with roots that swing 

dangling through, unanchored, below all solid history. 


The Piper’s children, fresh from a murdered slum, 

are watching the tanks go by the cross, but seeing 

the town that Jack built: Robin-a-thrush, a-run 

hotfoot to fair, after the fabulous cheese:—here they come— 

the tapestry girl with tinkling feet, on a palfrey, 

and Gulliver, who was begot here: this is also Lilliput land. 

Here they pulled down the castle, blew up the church for fun. 
Uncle Two-heads the Giant, hey presto! transformed to a factory: 
hot metal flows in his veins, he expects to live forever, 


he laughs at the past, his urine discolours the river. 
15 
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We work to sleep, keep and count sheep, 

love our abode, watch every road: 

Stratford, London, Oxford, on 

rails and highways sing and move 

through the impervious town of stone, | 
metropolis of the villages 

for hay and cattle, sheep and corn. | 
Tiny funeral corteges 

virgin weddings white with love 
sempiternal come and go 

a round of drinks, a fall of snow 
(forget the smell and push of war). 
No ruin here but winds have felled; 
except the owl no siren sounds; 
night falls: the laden township swelled 
with poverty of fallen towns . 
the luckless elbowed by the rest 
splashes in the still canal 

troubles the minnows, swells and drowns. 

The sleepers thank a lucky star 

bombless in peace lie breast to breast 

while patient vermin thread the wall. 

The soil beneath is dunged with dead 

silage of generations gone 

fungoid with cretins, deep inbred, 

whose laugh hangs yawning on the air: 

strangers who with a stranger lie 

may find beneath the searchlight’s glare 

they look into an idiot’s eye. 


The clouds blow up, the stars go down, 
and rain like pity fills the town. 
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II 


Come again. then, O profane one 
(in your progresse travelling northward 
taking farewell of the southward): 
here you met your puritane one 
a-hanging of his cat on Monday 

for killing of a mouse on Sunday: 
see how he rises from his knees 

‘to draw his bank director’s fees 
frowns at the sensual cinema 

and drives uphill in his airtight car. 
Dusk and the crowds flow in behind; 
this is the hour of match and mate, 
the sly grey hour of prey and bait: 
soldiers whose love is always blind” 
old trots who ape virginity 

young girls whose lips and hips deny 
their downy nukes of puberty. 

_ Short or lasting, soiled or pure, 

love is the sad commando’s lure 

as he wavers in the twisted ways 
where every archway has a face. 
Reindeer or Coach now has him in— 
a shilling makes the senses glow 

a pint of beer and a gaffer’s joke 
the hostess and her singing daughter 
and all the cheery beer; noise 

with the clash of coins a rival din 

in air as wavy blue with smoke 


as a dream of Mediterranean water: 
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the faceless men in uniform 

assert the universal norm 

the walls proportioned long ago 

inject their comfort and unknown poise. 
Out again to the foggy dark 

a daring hope in the fenceless park | 
till damp and cold strike through to bone 
starlight and silence, the self alone 

that fears no foe but knows no friends 


- and dreads the blank when action ends. | 


June or Joyce or Ann 
flower of a street 
give as best you can. 
heart’s simplicity 
or its counterfeit: 


‘solace for the time 


his unbearable 


 Jonging for the fight 


dreaded but to come 

his untellable 

sickness for his home 

not the world gone by 
but a paradigm 

of a world made free 
dream that marches with them 
moving in the light 

over hill and valley 
where the ancient names 
bear a battle rhythm 
history forgotten 

dead and maybe rotten 
while the long days dally 
and the autumn flames. 
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To starve among the villages 
To freeze upon the moor 

To bleed upon the frozen grass 
That is the people’s war. 


To know the men you fight against 
And what you’re fighting for 
This does for loot and glory in 
The common people’s war. 


~ Our men were boiling billycans 


And drilling in the lane, © 
The scout above Wormleighton saw 
Our lights upon the plain. 


Lindsay, the Royal C-in-C, 
Advancing on the town, 
Adroitly turned his force aside 
And made for Edge Hill crown. 


Cropredy Bridge they crossed by night 


And forded Cherwell stream. 
The sun came o’er Sun Rising Hill 
To wake us from our dream. 


Our hopes like banners floated high, 
Our land, our. law, our plan, 
Equality and Parliament 
And love of God and Man. 
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(Time was not yet for Burford field, 
Where Cromwell shot his braves 
And levelled down his Levellers 
And dug his Diggers graves). 


The oven-doors of Tysoe street 
Flew open to our tread, 

And every man to battle took 
A munch of new-made bread. 


The preachers ran to bless our arms, 
Leaving their churches void, 
While one divines with a spying-glass 

The enemy deployed. 


Prince Rupert set the silver bit 
Between his horse’s teeth. 

Lord Lindsay washed his hands of it 
And waited but for death. 


Mad Rupert charges on the wing 
To break our fine alray, - 

Sir Faithful and his traitor knights 
Our northern ranks betray. 


They hunted us like harvest hares 
To Chadshunt and the night, 

But plundering our baggage train 
They soon forgot the fight. 


Still Captain Cromwell stood his ground, 
His eye was in a dream, 

His armoured horses turned the flank 
And crashed it like a beam. 
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Now hell for leather Charles the King 
Went bounding up the hill 

Lord Lindsay with a ball in groin 
And pike in fist lay still. 


The King’s men killed our waggoners 
Unarmed and at their trade 

Old dames and milk-tooth boys and girls 
Were spitted on the blade. 


We thought of this as nightfall came 
And shouted at the kill 

- As foot by foot in bog of flesh 

| We crested Bullet Hill. 


We lit the Dassett Beacon pile 
That Parliament should know 

The common people’s men at arms 
At Edge Hill beat their foe. 


(But victory was not enough 

To Captain Cromwell’s mind, 
He saw he wanted soldiery 

Of yet a harder kind). 


King Charles’s wounded gentlemen, 
Freezing and lacking bread, 
Asked succour of the cottagers 
Who knocked them on the head. 


Now war is war, and God knows why 
We left the battlefield 

And marched away by Warwick road 
As if we’d had to yield. 
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While the little town of puritans 
Bent meekly at the knees 
When Charles appeared with battered train 


And claimed the castle keys. 


Edge Hill was won and Edge Hill lost 
And Kineton housed the dead, 

We fought no more in that old style 
With Essex at our head. 


For Cromwell spoke of Discipline, 
Free talk yet sharp command, 
And pondered how to Agitate 
To make us understand 


The powers that we fought against 
And what the fight was for--- 

To love the cause above the life 
And make a people’s war. 


IV 


In the factory 
metal flows, time flows, men flow 


in channels of iron, channels of the brain 

each refractory 

habit inlocked with habit, knack with knack in train, 
skill upon skill corpuscular, or like hinged bones 
mony a mickle maks 

a muckle, the giant, mass Michaelangelo 

squeezing the elements, as tearing statues from stones, 
dross purges, shell cracks, 


frees in the quivering air the aeroplane. 
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Joe sleeps with Fred's wife on the night shift, cancer 

takes root in Jim’s enormous oaken body, 

the Union votes for bonus, First Aid wants tannic. 

a shield for the darts team is offered by Lord Tomnoddy, 
the staff in the manager's room, a lecture on panic: 

Jock Beer, Bill Chess, Tom Bible and Roderick Dancer 

pull a chain, tilt a pot, cast a spar, run a lathe, tum a screw. 
Cursing his twinges and pangs, the giant unerring 

lumbers and tears at the work he has to do 


and across the autumnal blue his birds go whirring. 


Now as the lark-sun drops, the planets hover, 

the Spitfire nests, the bombing fleet goes over, 

and at the gate the ended shift dissolves: 

cells of desire blown wide along the wind: 

another shift in action, army unarmed 

in the timeless life of a struggle, known by hints, 
obliquely seen in the texture, or looking back, 

that framed these men, forging all loves and hates. 
Hands that made laces, enamels, fished and farmed, 
hands that played jazz, laid highways, built and mined, 
control with silent love the inhuman powers. 

Celt, Gaul and Jew, Saxon and Sassenach, 

East Riding Dane with Cornish Spaniard, mates, 
here, where the white oil jets, the furnace glints, 

the hammer rings, the long-toothed saw revolves. 
Work done, their flesh goes singing through the hours: 
they remember Brecknock, Bow and Ravenscar, 
quiet beside raf-heroes in the bar. 
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V 


‘Everything passes: the people is immortal.” 

All that we own is dreams; all that we are becomes. 
Carthage deleted, stoneless Guernica stand, 

ghost Lidice, ghost Stalingrad endure, 

homes of the immortal people; and you, little town, 
you whose name might have been one of these 
and is not; unembattled, and heart of the battle, 
you, little town, bony and old in thew, 

the empty hills roll round you, the noisy sky 
watches you, soldiers and workers fill the roads, 
passions perpetuate you, roof and fold, 

agued with passing epochs; ever enwombed, 
shell of the restless race, matrix of earth, 
make ready now for labour and rebirth. 
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THE BURNING RIVER 
for DUGALD MACCOLL 


by 
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Here they come, here they come, 
Tuppence for beer and a shilling for rum, 
Hard-handed, time-defying 

—Salt in the wind and gulls are flying— 
Here they come from Amsterdam. 


Here they come, hear them come, 

Out of the sun and out of a slum. . 
Cowcaddens, Garscube, Scottish rain 

Is not so far from the dust of Spain 
That covered our faces as we rode 

To save Madrid on the Valencia Road. 


Everything was distant but now it is near, 


And all the dreams I dreamt will meet me here. 


A Spanish dream and a Celtic dream, 

A night at Jarrama and a Rhondda seam, 
A cry from the polder of the Zuider Sea, 
And a girl in Hebron who was kind to me. 
Love and disgust and pride and desire 
To make a poet or to make him a liar: 
Almost too rich, too much, too free, 

But never enough for such as me 

Who long for the passionate, sweet and shrill 
Lament of the pipes in a Lowland city: 
Highlander your, heartbreak skill 

Plays hunger to hate and shame into pity. 


There’s poetry in a piper’s skirl, 
Burning ice like the body of a naked girl. 
There is that rapture which we knew 
When we were boys and love was new. 
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O what is the lova for God and Man 

To the fist of tears which shook us then, 
To the breath of youth in the restless air 
And the sheen of April on her hair? 


But here they come when the dance hall closes, 
Giggling, tipsy, powdered noses, 
Trousered, shrieking, lewdly clowning; 
Mayfair vice goes Camdentowning 
Till mothers of the revolution 

Sleep in the bed of prostitution. 


Here they come, here they come, 

In marching step without bugle or drum. 
Weidmann whom [J liked so well 

And never saw since Teruel. 

Here's Peter, Jack, Doc Robins—brothers! 
How is Ralph Fox and how are the others 
Whom we left where they were laid, 
Rearguards and scouts of the Brigade? 

O how they toss and how they strain 

To live again and try again! 

Go, comrades, back to Carabanchel 
Beneath the mounds. There you must wait 
Until you hear flamencos tel] 

Of better guns and better hate. 


Love and hate are here together, 

Glasgow dirt and Lanark heather, 

Mud and grime and the cool, good, cutting 
Blade of the Atlantic Weather, 

Love is also beating, crushing, 

Making whole again and kissing 

Cruelly and tender. Blushing, | 
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Poetry is like arriving 

In strange towns after long driving, 
Where I know not squares nor faces; 
I am happy in such places. 

There I like to walk for hours, . 
Sensing new and unfelt powers, 
Heart beats stronger, courage soaring, 
Joy of finding and exploring, 

Wind from hidden corners blowing: 
Joy of adding and of growing. 


Here they come, here they come, 

Blind rhymers, lame and deaf and dumb. 
The blind to warn that days are black, 

The lame that we have lost the track, 

The deaf discern a hollow ring, 

And the dumb will swear we cannot sing. 
But what do we care for that rhyming scum 
Of the blind, the lame, the deaf and the dumb! 
We who can see from seed to bread, 

Who walk the night with fearless tread, 
Who hear the curses of the dead 

And speak the truth that rich men dread. 


But do not let us grow so proud, 

That our pride stills our doubt, 

Lest our smoke dims our sight 

And our party our right. 

For it’s a law that poets have 

That he is lost who may not lead. | 
Poor prophet he for whom is read | 
The writing on the wall to read. 
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Here they come, their faces grey 
Like tenements. Who are they? 
The working men, the penny fools, 
Lovers of the penny pools. 

A patient mob and silent clay 
—Devoid of lyric mystery— 
Betrayed and easy to betray: 
Cobble stones of history. 

But I have known their other eyes, 
Generous and kind and wise 

And steady in the face of fire. 

I know how often they may fall, 
Yet they must rise and save us all. 
They call none back who turns away, 
But pluck the roses where they pass, 
Like tenements their taces, grey, 
Grey elements of breaking day. 


They are coming, they are here, 
Enemies are in your rear. 

Thus they are singing as they come: 
For us the loaf for you the crumb, 
For us the picking and the taking, 
For you the kicking and the making, 
For us the cake for you the baking— - 
For you the war for us the peace.”’ 
They are twisting, trapping, snaring, 
They are drilling and preparing, 
The mounted ranks of the police. 


Flesh to flesh, Meet again, 
Brother Abel, Brother Cain, 


When the transport makes the Clyde, 
The Humber or Merseyside. 
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Sirens screaming, bells are ringing, 

Bands are playing, streamers flinging, 
Flags from every pole and gable: 

Welcome soldier, welcome Abel, 

Hero to your motherland. 

Then he will say; I understand 

Much better than you know, much deeper. 
I will not be my brother’s keeper. 


_ Here they come, here they come, 

From London, Moscow, Amsterdam, 

From all the lands through which I ranged. 
How they suffered, how they changed! 
What do you ask, what is your claim? 
—Write a new song in our name. 


Write of the twilight whence we came, 
Of countless battles which we fought, 
Write of the hunter and the game, 
Write of the, days that went to nought. 
Write of the risings without hope, 

Of Connolly and Ferrer sing, 

Sing of the bullet and the rope, 

Of Warsaw, Cork and Ottakring. 

Sing how, like equinoctial waves 

. We fell and rose against the stones, 
How fruitful laps were our graves, 
How fertile dust were our bones. 
Write that from every new defeat 

We turned like shadow from the light, 
Until the circle was complete, 

Until the sun was at its height. 

Until we knew how strong we were! 
The laughing locksmith broke the gate— 
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Sing how we fashioned great and fair 
The workers’ and the peasants’ state. 
Sing how with our labour throve 

The Fascist wolf’s demonic Tage; 

We met him, conquered him and drove 
The chastened beast to soil the cage. 
Sing of the cinders and the glow, 

Sing of the fire and the flames, 

Words that like burning rivers flow, 
New song that our might proclaims, 


Here they come, here they come, 
Without bugle, without drum, 
They have gone as they came, 

I wrote a new song in their name. 


Leaves on leaves fall and rot, 
Life on life, soon forgot, 
Poems live, poets not. 


To think my head, my heart, my hand, 
Will be like rock or Tain or sand, 

Like sheets of fog in Charing Cross, 
Dead, no more increase, no more loss: 
I can not command the years, 

My hopes, My sorrows, al] My schemes 
Must fade like unrecorded dreams, 
More distant than Cassandra’s tears. 
A dragon-fly entombed in amber, 

A soulless relic, cold and strange. 


But songs of man man will remember, 
Changeless in life’s eterna] change. 
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